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The house was surprisingly quiet. It could almost have seemed creepy, even though it was broad daylight. He 
was so used to the house being full of people, filling it with their voices and sound that it was strange to see 
it empty. Taking a quick look around, he went upstairs to see if anyone else was about. 


He paused on the last step as he heard a noise coming from one of the rooms. There was somebody home 
after all, and from the sound of it, they either had company, or were having a good time with themselves. He 
grinned at the thought. It would be stupid to look into the room secretly, so he decided to go back downstairs. 
But when he heard another noise, now that he knew who it was, he changed his plans abruptly. 


It was definitely Izzy. He was able to make it out from the sigh that came out of the bedroom. He didn’t hear 
another voice, only Izzy, sighing softly. He held onto the doorframe to Izzy's bedroom; he didnt really 
understand why he didn't just go downstairs. His face felt warm and his cheeks prickled. Sweat collected above 


his upper lip. His breathing sped up and he opened his mouth slightly because otherwise he felt as if he wouldn 
‘t get enough air through his nose. 


He held his breath as he looked carefully around the corner. What he saw was so strangely and unexpectedly 
arousing that he immediately felt his cock harden, just a little. He saw Izzy lying on his bed, jeans around his 
ankles. His leg were bent and slightly splayed out. He held his hard cock, his hand stroking it slowly. Izzy's eyes 
were closed and he seemed so self-absorbed in what he was doing that Axl almost forgot for a moment that 
he could possibly get caught. The thought made him break out in cold sweat und his heart hammered wildly in 
his chest. This conflict, knowing he wanted to stay even though he knew that he should leave, left him 
exhilarated and light-headed. 


He stared at Izzy's hand, unable to look away. As always, Izzy wore the silver ring with the turquoise stone 
that Axl liked so much. And yet, seeing Izzy masturbate was so unfamiliar that it felt strangely intimate to 
look at this ring. The same ring that Axl noticed when Izzy was smoking a cigarette or when he was eating. 
Right at the moment it was coming into touch with Izzy's hard cock. Axl swallowed hard. His mouth felt 
incredibly dry all of sudden. 


Axl let his gaze move up Izzy's body. He couldn't help himself, he looked at Izzy's cock. It was bigger than his 
own. His pubes were almost black. He focused on Izzy's flat and pale belly, which rose and fell slowly. His skin 
looked smooth. 

Axl's hands were already sweating as he took a closer look at Izzy's face. 

His head was pushed back against the pillow. His eyes were closed. His dark hair was ruffled and contrast 
against the white pillow. His mouth was slightly open. His eyebrows were drawn together, which almost made 
him look like he was suffering. He moaned and sighed softly. Now and then he closed his mouth quickly and 
opened it again. 


As he watched him, Axl's hand almost slipped from the doorway. 


His gaze turned to Izzy's hand again and he watched his movements. They were steady and rhythmic. He was 
taking his time and Axl wondered, what exactly Izzy was thinking about. 


A deep sigh distracted him from his thoughts. Izzy had turned his head slightly to the side and he licked his 
lips quickly. His hand was moving up and down a bit faster now. He caressed his glans with his thumb and Axl's 
legs felt wobbly and weak, when he saw that Izzy was spreading precome over the tip of his dick 


His own erection pressed merciless against his jeans. 


It wasn't right to watch Izzy jerking off and if it had been one of the other guys, he would have turned and 
left for sure. But it was Izzy, and this made the difference. That was why he stayed. 


There he was, calm and quiet Izzy, who was never upset or angry, never revealing. And now he was lying on 


the bed, stroking his cock and Axl enjoyed seeing him so vulnerable for once. It was exciting so see that Izzy 
was able to let himself go. 


What he enjoyed the most were the noises that seemed to fill the whole room. Sighs and heavy breathing. 
Moans of pleasure. Axl knew that he wouldn't be able to forget all of this anytime soon Instead he soaked all 
of it in greedily. 


Izzy's moaning got louder and his hand was moving up and down more frantically. Axl breathed with great 
difficulty; his ribcage felt tight. Izzy opened his mouth again and Axl almost hoped that he would say something 
while he was jerking off, but Izzy moaned deeply again and it was the depth of his voice that aroused Axl so 
heavily. 


Izzy's lower body pushed repeatedly into his hand. Axl knew he was close. 


Without thinking about it, his own hand moved to the front of his trousers. He pressed his erection and 
breathed out noisily. His crotch felt hot and sweaty. He was so aroused that his mind felt hazy. And so he 
wasn't at all surprised by the desire to take the last few steps to Izzy's bed. He didnt, but that didnt mean 
he didnt want to. 


Izzy’s stomach tensed and his voice sounded desperate as he was breathing almost inaudibly. 
"God..yes." 


Then he pressed his head into his pillow so that Axl wasn't able to see much of his face anymore. There was a 
loud and feebly moaning and then his sperm was squirting onto his belly and chest with a few fast strokes. 
Izzy's upper body twitched forward and he was making a throaty noise while he let his head fell back against 
the pillow again. He stroked his dick a few more times, less enthusiastically, while sperm was spilling over his 


hand. 
Then it was over. 


eR 


A short time later, Axl was lying on his own bed. The door was locked. His jeans were lying on the floor, near 
to the door. His shorts, wet with precome, were yanked off. But the initial enthusiasm had slowly faded away 
and he was lying motionless on the bed. It took a moment, before he allowed himself to touch his still hard 


cock. It would be so different this time but he tried to block those thoughts out, hoping that arousal would 


take over. 


It was overwhelming to have access to the scene he had observed again, this time in his mind, and soon he 
totally lost control over his thoughts. In his mind he had gone the few steps to Izzy's bed and he had been 
part of it. 


kzy’s flat belly that pressed against his own 

Hs ruffled hair that tickled his cheek 

Hs relaxed smile. 

And Axl could hardly stifle the name he wanted to shout so desperately, when he reached his climax violently. 

He recovered slowly and the first picture he had in mind, was so disturbing that he had to sit up immediately: 
His lips on Izzy's hard cock 

He felt feverish all of sudden He had to go..out of the house..right now.. 

He wiped his hand off on the blanket, quickly and sloppily. He hurriedly pulled on his jeans but left his shirt lying 
on the floor. He stumbled out of the bedroom and ran downstairs. He almost yelped as he saw Izzy standing 


there, smoking a cigarette. 


He glanced at Izzy's cigarette and at the silver ring that he had seen a thousand times before, and that had 


been touching Izzy's hard cock only moments earlier. 


"I have to go," Axl said, confused. He wasn't even sure whether he had said it out loud or not until he heard 


Izzy answer calmly. 

"Okay." 

It was Izzy's voice that brought him back to reality. He nearly laughed, out of relief. Since the moment as he 
decided to go upstairs he felt as if he had lost control of almost everything. His mind had felt so hazy and he 
had feared that he would never be able to feel familiar emotions again. He breathed in deeply and stared at 
Izzy for a few seconds, almost as if he would expect encouragement because he had finally come to reality. 
"Want a smoke?" Izzy asked. 

They were standing face-to-face wordlessly while they were smoking and Axl found more and more into the 
familiar feeling he always felt whenever they were together. The panic he had felt only minutes before seemed 
so absurd all of sudden. He chuckled softly. Izzy was still the same. Axl was able to stand in front of him 
without thinking about Izzy's cock. 

His hard cock. 


Hs lps on lazy’s hard cock 


Axl dropped his cigarette. 


two 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks again to Sasha <3 


He quickly bent down to pick the cigarette up and when he lifted his head, he saw that Izzy's crotch was right 
in front of his face. He flinched and wanted to stand up, but lost balance in his squatting position, and toppled 
forward. His head touched Izzy's thigh and Izzy made an irritated noise and offered his hand to help him up 


again. 

"Everything okay?" Izzy asked. Axl looked into his worried face. 

"You're all pale," Izzy added. 

"God, yes Izzy, I'm fine," Axl snapped, irritated. He was ashamed. He didn't feel good at all. His legs felt weak and 
he swayed a little. Beads of sweat were running down the middle of his back and he had a feeling of 
construction in his chest. He wanted to place his hand on his chest when he realized that he was still holding 
Izzy's hand. He felt totally unsteady and was disgusted by his own helplessness. He let go of Izzy's hand roughly 
and realized that his own hands were totally sweaty. 

Izzy looked quizzically into his face while Axl was trying to appear as normal as possible. He didnt want Izzy to 


be worried, because it gave him the sense that something bad had indeed happened and that his behavior was 
proof of that. 


It wasn't easy though, because the trigger was standing right in front of him and was smoking a cigarette 
casually, while Axl's heart was about to explode out of his chest any second. He felt such disgust at the 
situation, which Izzy had caused. He wiped his sweaty hand on his pants and blurted out angrily: 


"Did you wash your hands at least?" He did his best to stand upright and he tried to remember, despite his 


haziness, when he had last eaten something. 
"What?" Izzy asked irritated, 
"Forget about it," Axl muttered. He wasn't in the mood to talk with Izzy anymore. 


He shook his head briefly and regretted it right away because of the subsequent dizziness he sensed. He 


almost ran into the door when he turned around hastily to leave the house at last. 


Like an idiot crossed his mind when he stepped out, breathing heavily. And it was not addressed to Izzy. 


The next few days went by without either of them mentioning the incident. Axl wasn't sure how to handle that. 
He had felt uncomfortable in front of Izzy. Usually Izzy was the one who helped him to deal with his emotions. 
This time he didnt. The possible reason was that Izzy understood the comment about the "hand washing". He 


could've slapped himself over that unnecessary comment. 


He would gladly roll the afternoon back. Why didn’t he simply go downstairs again? Why did he lose control at 
all, when he saw Izzy masturbating? And why didn't Izzy simply shut the goddamn door while he was jerking 
off, like any normal person would do? 


These thoughts bothered him so much that he felt as if he would choke if he didn't talk to Izzy soon. He 
wanted to know so badly what Izzy had thought of Axl's weird behavior and his stupid comment. 


He was lying awake for the third night in a row, and finally, he couldn't stand it anymore. He got out of bed. His 
heart was thumping like mad as he stood for a couple of minutes in the cold hall, trying to pick up the courage 
to knock on Izzy's bedroom door. His feet were cold when he finally knocked softly. 


"|22?" 

He knocked again, more loudly. Then he sensed noises and Izzy opened the door. He looked totally drowsy and if 
Axl hadn't been so tense, he probably would've laughed. Izzy didnt seem to be able to open his eyes and he 
pursed his lips. His eyes narrowed to slits due to the brightness of the hall. His hair was all ruffled and Axl 
knew him well enough to know that Izzy would probably keep his hair that way the next day. 

"Everything okay?" Izzy asked, still drowsy with sleep. 

Axl had no idea whether it was a simple greeting, or if Izzy was actually asking him if things between them 
were fine again. It was probably the former and that bothered him. He was probably the only one for whom 
the incident existed at all. But he had to make sure. 


Axl peeked into Izzy's bedroom to check if Izzy was truly alone. But he could barely see anything due to the 


darkness of the room. 

"Come in," Izzy said and stepped aside. 

The discomfort Axl had sensed whenever he clashed with Izzy the last few days abated, now that he was 
standing close to him. He felt relieved for the first time in days, although he hadn't talked about that 
afternoon yet. He had always been able to relax in the presence of Izzy and he breathed out deeply, while he 
tried to find the right words to start. 

That afternoon.. 


"You avoid me," Axl said plainly. 


That was easier than he thought it would be. Possibly because of the darkness in Izzy's bedroom. Izzy 
switched the light on and blinked against the bright light: 


| dont" Izzy said. He scratched his head in confusion 
"So everything's back to normal?" Axl asked. 

"IFs never been abnormal." 

Axl stared at the floor. 


Several seconds passed and nobody said anything. Axl still wasn’t satisfied Izzy's words didn't convince him at 


all 
"Are you feeling better then?" Izzy asked eventually and it didn't sound like small talk. 


"So you actually think that something was wrong?" Axl suddenly felt enormous impatience welling up. He hated 


it when Izzy didn't get to the point. 
"You seemed to be confused about something." Izzy said after a while. It seemed like an eternity to Axl. 


"You didn't approach me anymore. | thought the issue was over." Axl said. Did Izzy really not get the comment 
about the hand washing? How should he ever find out when both of them were beating around the bush? 


"You're the one who comes to my bedroom in the middle of the night to talk about an issue that supposedly 


doesn't exist” 
Axl felt annoyed He hated the whole situation. "Did anything happen that we should talk about, or not?" 

"How about you tell me what you're here for in the first place?" Izzy asked. 

"| think you know exactly what | am here for, because you asked me how | feel. Why would you do that, if 
supposedly nothing had attracted your attention?" He paused a moment before telling him what had hurt him 


the most "Because l'm not alright in case you failed to notice." 


Axl felt totally exhausted and tired. He wasnt used to hiding his feelings in front of Izzy. He wasn't used to 
play-acting in front of him. 


Izzy looked at him sympathetically and it seemed that he wanted to choose his next words carefully. But he 
didnt say anything at all 


Axl was frustrated. "If you don't have anything to say, I'll go." 


‘i'm sorry," Izzy said and Axl knew that it was meant sincerely. "| don't know what to say." 
"Don't say anything at all,” Axl said and waved his hand. "It’s not important anyway." 


He had almost convinced himself that he actually meant what he had said when he saw that Izzy wanted to go 
to bed. He felt unhappiness welling up again. It was so damn pointless. It was normal to see Izzy when he had a 


problem, but when Izzy was the actual problem, it was simply idiotic. It was no help at all. 


He went to the bed and grabbed Izzy's upper arm more roughly than intended. Izzy looked as confused as he 


felt. Axl let go off his arm. 


Where should this lead to anyway? He had watched Izzy jerking off. Izzy hadnt even noticed. He probably didn't 
get the comment about his hands. Nothing had happened! Why couldnt he let it be then? He felt as if he would 
go into hysterical if nothing happened soon. 


"Look, | made a mistake and I'm sorry," Axl said. 


"Everything's fine. Dont worry," Izzy said softly and Axl couldn't help the feeling that lzzy knew exactly what 
he was talking about. 


Axl looked at the floor again and then he glanced at Izzy's bed 


And all the pictures he had tried to forget overwhelmed him. He saw Izzy lying on the bed again, his eyes 
closed and his hand on his hard cock The soft moaning was filling the room and he could hear the noises that 
Izzy made when he reached orgasm. Even worse, he could see the pictures he had imagined, while he was 
coming. Izzy lying on top of him, his arms placed above Axl's head. Izzy's lips on his cheek and his relaxed smile 


that reassured him that nothing forbidden was happening. 
And he realized, horror-stricken, that he had a hard-on. 


Horrified by the reaction of his body he stared at the bulge that was clearly visible through his underwear. 
He looked helplessly at Izzy's face and he believed, that he saw the ghost of a smile, and before he was able to 
think straight again, his palm beat Izzy's cheek in such a way that Izzy staggered until he sat on the edge of 
the bed, one hand on his cheek. 


"Oh God Izzy, no," Axl said breathless "I'm so sorry." He knelt before Izzy and laid his hand on Izzy's, as if this 


could make up for it again. Izzy loosened his hand and looked straight into Axl’s eyes, his expression angry. 
"Dont take your guilty conscience out on me." 
With that Izzy left the room and Axl could hear his steps on the stairs and shortly afterwards the slamming 


of the door. Axl slammed his fists into Izzy's bed, full of anger and frustration. While he was trying to 
remember if the little smile on Izzy's face had existed altogether, he realized what Izzy had said to him. 


He knew exactly what Axl was here for. He must have noticed that Axl had watched him. 
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He liked to be drunk. Nothing was complicated anymore, nothing that made his head hurt. He was able to laugh 
more openly and his bad thoughts mingled into a pleasant, soft mess that were easy to ignore. 


They were sitting on the table with several people, which made it difficult to start a conversation They were 
all laughing and interrupting each other constantly. But he didn’t mind. He rather paid attention to the person 
sitting next To him anyway. 


He didnt manage to drink the last cocktail. The glass was still half-full, but swallowing was already difficult for 
him, and he knew, that he should probably stop drinking, otherwise he would have to throw up soon. The voices 
around him seemed to melt into each other. It was becoming a rather pleasant sensation. He listened and 


smoked so much that his lungs would probably hurt the next day, but he didnt care. 


He was almost proud of this achievement, as if it was all down to his own effort, and not purely because of 
the alcohol. He rested his head against the shoulder next to him and it was almost ridiculous how much his 
drunken mind allowed all the things he needed so badly. Everything felt so much more possible when he was 


drunk. He gazed at the face next to him and instead of the rejection he would have expected when he was 


sober, he felt comfortable and confident with the situation. 


They sat close to each other so that their legs were touching. He looked at the profile of the face next to him. 
He liked the brown eyes and the dark, ruffled hair, which tickled his forehead every time he leaned near to talk 
to Axl. He also liked the long lashes and he considered the idea that he might let him know. The person smiled 
and it was a beautiful smile and Axl suddenly felt a hand that gently started to stroke his thigh. He felt warm 
and to his own surprise he spread his legs a little, to show that he was alright with the situation. He closed his 
eyes for a moment when the hand moved upwards. 


It wasn't usual for him to allow this kind of closeness to a man, but whenever he looked briefly around, he didn 
‘t see any amazed faces. He laid his hand hesitantly on the hand on his leg that still caressed his thigh. It was 
all new and exciting and he wondered why he had denied himself this all the time. It didnt feel wrong at all 


He could feel warm breath on his cheek, just like in his imagination, when he had lost control and had reached 
orgasm while he was thinking about Izzy. The dark head leaned close to his face and his lips were moving but 
Axl couldn't understand a word and he had to laugh, because he didn't really care what the lips wanted to tell 
him. 


It seemed that the words got lost on their way from those nice lips to his brain. He believed that he was still 


smiling but he couldn't tell for sure, because his face felt strangely numb. If it was a smile, it vanished as 
soon as he looked up and stared into brown eyes. Izzy was sitting opposite him, the table between them, and he 
looked at Axl's face. Axl swallowed hard. He felt ashamed for his behavior. He hadn't notice that Izzy was 


looking at him. How long already? 


The arousal he had felt the whole evening didn't subside despite the shame he felt. Looking at Izzy while the 
boy next to him caressed his thigh was even more arousing. He licked his dry lips and he saw that Izzy's fixed 
his eyes on his mouth. His cock was still hard and he had to stifle a moan, when he shifted in the sitting area, 


to sit more comfortably. His cheeks were glowing, almost as if he was feverish. 


The boy next to him looked so similar to Izzy that he could only hope that Izzy didn't recognize the similarity. 
He had flirted with him and Izzy must have noticed. He felt a throbbing in his cock and it was exciting to look 
into Izzy's eyes while he enjoyed his arousal. He smiled slightly and he saw that Izzy was smiling too. He 

realized how well they knew each other. Those little shy moments had always existed, but he had never been 


brave enough to enjoy them. 


The boy next to him tried to get Axl’s attention back but Axl wasn't as interested. It was more interesting to 
eye Izzy. The boy whispered into his ear and this time Axl was able to understand him. He told him all the 
things he wanted to do to him. Dirty things and Axl wanted all of them. But not with him. 


He needed fresh air. Desperately and suddenly. He got up and it was a lot more complicated than he thought it 
would be. He felt the hand of the stranger on his hip and for a moment he almost felt anger surging up. He 
barged his way through the crowd and when he finally reached the door he almost stumbled out of the bar. 
He felt exhausted and reached for his cigarettes. He leaned worn-out against the wall, when he realized that he 


had left his lighter on the table. 

"Hey." 

He flinched with surprise when he noticed Izzy standing next to him. 

He put his cigarette between his lips and Izzy lit it. He inhaled deeply and he gazed absently at nothing in 
particular. It had already started to get dark outside, but it was actually nice to stand there with Izzy. He 
leaned against the house wall too, leaning sideways towards Axl's body. 

"Anything you want to say?" He was glad that he managed to say those words without slurring. 


"l'm sorry that | made you feel bad," Izzy said eventually. 


Axl nodded. This topic had dominated his life for far too long and he didn’t want to talk about it anymore. But if 


the afternoon was trigger for this moment, he could cope with that quite well. 


To make clear that they could bury the issue he stretched his hand out. Izzy smiled and held his hand gently. 
When Axl went to pull back, Izzy didn't let go. Instead he pulled him closer to his body. Axl knew it. He knew it 


right away. It would happen. 

He looked at the ground. His heart was hammering in his chest and he felt the throbbing in his cock again. Izzy 
‘s thumb circled the back of his hand gently, tiny circles, and Axl could feel the small movements in his whole 
body. Izzy slowly leaned closer and Axl almost whimpered when he felt Izzy's face against his cheek. His soft 


lips brushed against his skin and Axl closed his eyes. 


He placed his free hand on Izzy's shoulder and eventually laid it around his neck. He pushed his face carefully 
against Izzy's neck and he breathed in deeply. His lips were slightly open and he softly nipped on his neck. 


"Did you like it?" 


Izzy's voice was gentle and Axl had the feeling that he would nod in slow motion. He had enjoyed it. And Izzy 
had liked it, too. He knew that, but still, he wanted to hear him say it. 


"Why did you keep going?" Axl whispered but Izzy took his time to answer the question 

"It turned me on, knowing that you were looking." 

Axl breathed out slowly. 

He placed his other hand around his Izzy's shoulder and he leaned forward a bit, so that Izzy was able to put 
his arms around him. They hugged each other and he could feel Izzy's erection pressing against his leg. Izzy 
stroked his back slowly. Axl gave a few of Izzy's dark strands of hair a slightly tug. When Izzy's face was 
directly in front of Axl's, he needed a moment to find the courage to look at his face. 

"I want to kiss you," Izzy said. 

Axl had opened his lips slightly even before Izzy leaned in Their lips touched shyly. Axl closed his eyes and he 
opened his mouth willingly when he felt Izzy's tongue dipping against his lips. He could hear Izzy moaning softly 
when their tongues Touched tentatively. 

Axl's hands stroked Izzy's neck and he could feel Izzy's hands under the back of his shirt. Both were moaning 
openly soon, and if he hadn't felt so dizzy, he probably would have felt guilty, for showing their mutual 
affection so shamelessly. But right now he didn’t care. 


Their lips parted with a soft sucking sound and Axl had trouble opening his eyes. He could feel Izzy grinning 
against his lips and their teeth were clashing slightly when Axl started to grin too. 


"Will you blow me now?" Izzy asked and Axl wasn't sure if his mind was playing tricks on him. 


Axl just gaped at him. 


"I know that you were thinking about that," Izzy said. 
Axl wasn't sure if he had only thought the next words, or if he actually said them aloud 
"How could you know what I've been thinking of?" 


Izzy was about to answer when Axl woke up. 
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He didnt get over the dream easily. It was difficult for him to come back to reality, which didn't seem to 


include Izzy's presence anymore. He hadnt seen him at all during the past few days. 

On the weekend the house was full of people again and it was actually quite funny, at least until his mood 
changed. He knew that feeling well, and he was thinking about a quiet place to go. He couldn't stand a lot of 
people around him every time he felt that way. 


He didn’t want to go for a walk and he decided to go upstairs into his bedroom. He hoped that he would be able 


to block away all the voices. Suddenly he sensed that someone was looking at him. 


He looked around briefly. Izzy was sitting next to Steven on an armchair and was looking at Axl. He leaned 


forward, as if he wanted to say something to him. Without speaking his lips formed the words, "Im sorry: 
Axl hadnt expect that. But he knew that the issue would be over for Izzy when he wouldnt say something, He 
gestured for Izzy to follow him upstairs and he waited in the corner between the banister and the bathroom 
door. 

Barely standing in front of him, Izzy repeated: 

im sorry" 

"For what?" 

"That | made you feel uncomfortable.” 

The similarity to Axl's dream was so aggravating that it left him speechless for a moment 

"| was the one who was looking the whole time - " 


"The whole time? | thought." Izzy stopped talking. 


Axl could see two flush red spots on Izzy's cheeks. His thoughts were racing. Izzy hadn't known that he had 
watched the entire time? 


"I thought that you had known." Axl stammered and he became aware of the extent of what he had admitted. 
Izzy must have thought that he had caught him and that he had passed right away. That would explain why 
Izzy didn't get the fuss in the first place. He hadn't had no idea that Axl had watched the whole time. Up until 


now. 
Axl almost felt light-headed out of excitement. 
"For fuck's sake, lzz! Why didnt you talk to me when | asked you?" Axl asked breathless. 


| hate your fucking.." Axl waved the arms in the air to find the right words "Fucking... beating around the bush 
all the time!" 


Another pause. Axl could barely stand the silence. 
‘I'm sorry," Izzy said the nth time within the last days. Axl was so sick of it! 


"I had heard your bedroom door and you were so confused when you came downstairs and | just assumed..you 


know..when you said the thing with the hand washing. didn't know that - * 

"Shut up! You're just making it worse!" Axl hated the desperate sound of his own voice. 

He turned around and heard Izzy saying, “I'm sorry" on his way downstairs. Axl didn't turn around 
He blurted out, "You repeat your-fucking-selfl 


He returned hours later. Enough time had passed, that he didn't care anymore if the party was over or not. 
When he opened the door, it seemed that everybody had left their place pretty quickly. It was almost as if 
someone had pulled the plug and kicked everyone out. That would at least explain the chaos. He made his way 
to the couch, but then he saw that it was already occupied. He saw long skinny legs and a dark head that was 
lying on a balled up denim jacket. Who else? Izzy was asleep. He was sleeping open-mouthed, as always, when he 
was drunk. His head lay in a strangely uncomfortable looking angle, and Axl asked himself, whether he would 


have a headache the next morning because of the alcohol, or rather because of his sleeping position 


He stood in front of the couch for a while. He didnt want to feel so weak anymore. He was used to feeling 
comfortable around Izzy. He once had felt important around him. But when he finally had found Izzy in LA, he 
had noticed quickly that time hadn't stood still for Izzy. He had found new friends and the feeling that he had 


been replaced grew stronger from day to day. 


Izzy luckily made it easy for him and soon they had the familiar relationship again. But there seemed to be 
people who were even closer to lzzy. They hugged him and leaned against him whenever they wanted to and 
Izzy seemed to enjoy their affection He was more open than back in Lafayette and there were always a lot of 


people around. Axl had a hard time to get used to the feeling that he wasn't the only one anymore. 


He was so tired. He looked down on sleeping Izzy and he wished he was brave enough to lie beside him, like one 
of "the others" would probably do. He had the feeling that he had missed the beat with his weird behavior 
lately. 


He crouched down in an uncomfortable position and kneeled tentatively in front of the couch, between the 
narrow gap of the table and the sofa. He eyed Izzy for a few more seconds and then he laid his head next to 
Izzy's. He stared at the armrest of the sofa and didn't realize that he was falling asleep. 


He was still half-asleep when he felt a hand touching his head, a gentle touch that didn't startle him. He sensed 
fingertips that moved slowly through his hair. The movements were smooth and calming. He liked when the 
hand brushed the hair out of his neck. A fingertip stroked his ear and it gave Axl goose bumps. 


He had no idea where he was and for a moment he thought that he would be with his parents but the more 
alert he got, the more he realized how absurd this thought was. He opened his eyes and already asked himself 
if he had only imagined the touch, but then he felt the hand on his neck again 


"It’s cold on the floor." He heard Izzy's familiar voice and he finally remembered where he was. lzzy turned 


around and grabbed the waistband of Axl’s trousers, pulling him up onto the couch. Both had to laugh. 

"Come up," he said and Axl lay next to Izzy with his back pressed against the back of the couch. Izzy turned 
around so that they were facing each other. Axl felt a little uncomfortable and started to pick a thread that 
hung from Izzy's shirt. 

"Dont, you're just making it worse," Izzy said, repeating the words Axl had said earlier to him. 

Axl desperately wanted to say this one sentence, the one, that would bring everything back to normal again, 
but he simply didn't know what to say. Nobody could take away the oddness of that afternoon anymore. As if 
Izzy had read his mind, he revisited the topic. 

"You couldn't help it anyway," he said seriously. 


Axl looked at him, puzzled. 


"| know | look awesome when | jerk off," Izzy laughed, and tried to protect his face as a matter of prudence, to 
avoid the following playful assault from Axl. 


"You wish!" Axl laughed. 


He had looked awesome when he had jerked off but it made the situation so much easier when turned into 


ridicule. 


lzzy looked at him affectionately. 


"l'm sure you'll catch me in an awkward moment soon and then you can make fun of it as long as you want, so 
you can feel better again" 


"You give me permission?" 

"Sure" Izzy shrugged. 

"You know that | dont need your permission to make fun of you. | do it anyway." Axl laughed. 
They were quiet for a while. Axl felt so much more comfortable now. 


"Try to get some sleep?" Izzy asked and Axl realized how tired he looked. Maybe the past few days hadn't only 


been exhausting for himself. 


Axl nodded and turned around so that they could fall asleep in a more comfortable position. Izzy laid his arms 


loosely around him, making a point of pressing his crotch a bit against Axl's ass. 
"Spooning?" Axl asked and he knew that Izzy was smiling. 


After a while Axl shifted a little in his position and he wasn't sure if he had only imagined the erection 
pressing against his ass. 


"You could watch me jerking off, you know?" Axl said after a while. 
"What?" Izzy sounded wide-awake. 
"We would be even then" Axl tried to sound as sincere as possible. 


Izzy didnt say anything and Axl was wondering why Izzy didnt make a joke or something, but then he felt Izzy 
‘s cock twitch against his ass and he realized why Izzy was so quiet. 


They lay still for a moment. 

"| felt that, you know?" Axl said and he couldn't stifle the fit of laughter anymore 

Axl could hear Izzy laughing too but he heard the embarrassed undertone. 

He turned around and looked into his ashamed face 

"We are even now" Izzy said and his cheeks got even more reddish. He felt almost sorry for him. Almost. 


"Not even close." Axl said and they were both laughing when Izzy turned around so that he was laying half on 


top of him. His ruffled hair tickled Axl's face. Axl laid his arms around him, actually to shove him from the 
sofa, but they ended up in a hug. 


They were breathing heavily and both of them had an erection They were pressed together so tightly that 
their noses were touching, when Izzy looked into Axl's face. And just like in his dream, Axl knew it. He knew it 


would happen. 


five 
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He had imagined it differently. At least when he still had had hope. He had often pictured how it would feel to 
be with Axl, but he had accepted that none of that would ever turn into reality. When they were teenagers, 
there were a lot of moments between them that made him hope. But it was always one step forward and at 
the same time three steps back. Whenever they got closer, Axl often disappeared for days, avoiding him and 
leaving him feeling guilty. Izzy always wanted to get rid of that feeling as fast as possible but Axl always 
blocked every attempt to talk to him, followed by days of careful approaching and insignificant small talk. 


When Axl followed him to LA, he first thought that he was always around because he simply didn't know 
anyone else. But even when Axl made other friends they were still spending most of their time together. They 
were always seeking each other out, even when they hadnt been apart very long. Izzy was glad about that but 
he acted a little aloof at the same time because he didn’t want to fall for Axl again. He didnt want to feel like 
he had back then. 


And still, he had spent the last few days trying to put himself in Axl's place, trying to understand what was 
going through his mind. He wasn't sure if he was prepared to find out what all this could mean though. 


Much time had passed. Their friendship was more complicated than ever because so many people seemed to 
be involved. It wasn't just the two of them anymore. Izzy didn’t know how to talk to Axl about what had 
happened. He didn't want to make Axl feel as if he was being forced into a corner. He didn't even know himself 


if he really wanted this conversation 


If he'd been able to sort out what had happened over the past few days, maybe he wouldn't have been as 
surprised as he was now that they had crossed the line. It had become a jumble of confused feelings. 


The contrast between the high that he had felt only hours ago and the dull and cold feeling he had now made 
him feel so disgusting that he almost wished it had never happened. 


eR 


Both of them were breathing heavily and he could distinctly feel the erection pressing against his hard cock. 
The atmosphere had changed so quickly that he needed a moment to grasp all the possibilities given to him 
when he looked down at Axl. Izzy’s cheeks flushed red with excitement and fear when the thought crossed his 
mind that this moment might pass by unused if he didn't do anything soon. Axl looked at his mouth, a little 
uncertain, and he breathed through his slightly parted lips. Izzy wouldn't have been able to resist, not even if 


someone had come through the door that very second. He leaned forward and their lips touched slightly. Izzy 
closed his eyes. He wanted to take his time, wanted to figure out what it felt like, but he was too excited. He 
opened his mouth slightly and licked Axl's lips hesitantly. 


Axl opened his mouth willingly and he put both arms around his neck, pulling him tighter towards himself. Both 
moaned softly into the kiss. They kissed deeply and greedily and Izzy enjoyed it. Never had he imagined that Axl 
would kiss him that way. He had always pictured their first kiss being rather tender and insecure, but they 
kissed each other as if they would have denied themselves this for way too long. Their tongues were seeking, 
pressing against each other, and he temporarily pushed his tongue so deeply into Axl’s mouth that he thought 
Axl might choke, but he took it all eagerly. 


Izzy felt Axl's fingers tangling in his hair while he was putting his arms around Axl’s head, almost as if trying 
to cut them off from their surroundings. Every noise they made seemed even more intense. Their lips parted 
and he kissed Axl's chin, while Axl tilted his head back, his hands still in Izzy's hair. Izzy inhaled Axl's smell and 


he felt dazed when his lips brushed the skin of his neck. He licked and sucked, surprised by his own eagerness. 


He laid his hand on Axl's thigh, intimating that he should spread them, so that he could lie between his legs 
more comfortably. Axl did so without resistance. They both moaned loudly as Izzy began grinding rhythmically 
against Axl's crotch. 


Izzy pulled Axl's shirt up, so that his chest and belly were exposed. He pushed his face against the soft skin, 
licking and tasting almost every inch he could reach. Axl was groaning when Izzy put his mouth around one 


nipple and started to suck and lick boldly. 


He pressed his face into Axl’s neck, licking the spot under the ear and whispering what he wanted to do. Axl 
laid his arms around Izzy tightly and encouraged him by pushing his crotch against Izzy's body. 


Izzy sat back and undid Axl’s pants. When he felt the tip of Axl’s cock heavy on his tongue, he closed his eyes. 
He moved his head slowly up and down, the base of the cock held firmly by his hand. Axl sighed and caressed 


his neck, squirming on the couch and pushing his lower body slowly up to meet Izzy's movements. 


Axl’s moaning, his taste, the fact that it was Axl, it all combined to make his arousal almost unbearable. The 
anxiety in his belly seemed to spread into his whole body. He let Axl's cock slip from his lips and sat up to open 
his pants. He looked up, waiting for a reaction from Axl, but he watched Izzy's movements with sleepy eyes, 
only gasping once when Izzy freed his hard cock, pulling his pants down as far as the sitting position allowed 
for. Then he laid back between Axl's legs, both of them moaning when their cocks touched. He pushed his hips 
back and forth and then leaned forward again. It almost felt shamefully intimate to kiss Axl. It was exciting to 
touch his cheek, to lick his tongue, and to suck his lips between his own. 


He wanted this moment to last, to slow down, but delaying seemed impossible. He put his hand around Axl's 
cock, applied slight pressure and moved his hand up and down. Axl groaned loudly, and Izzy couldn't take it 
anymore. He reached for Axl's hand and laid it around his own hard cock. Axl’s eyes were closed all the time, 


but now he opened them completely and Izzy wasn't sure whether he was breathing so heavily because of 


arousal or panic. A faint suspicion that this was about to go wrong welled up inside him. 

"Do you want that?" he whispered. He didnt like the insecurity in his voice. He didnt want to ruin the moment. 
Axl nodded. Izzy knew that this was all he would get. 

Axl closed his eyes again, his hand moving rhythmically up and down Izzy's cock. 

"Open your eyes," Izzy whispered, his voice thick with need. 


Axl managed to open them for a few seconds, and then he looked at him almost questioningly. He said Izzy's 


name and pushed his head into the couch, moaning loudly. 


His whole body stiffened, his chest pushing up against Izzy's. His legs pressed so tightly around Izzy's hips that 
it hurt and then Izzy felt semen, warm and sticky, on his hand. Izzy pressed his face against Axl’s cheek, laid 
his hand around Axl's lifeless hand that still held loosely Izzy’s cock and started to move his hips rapidly back 
and forth. He panted against the damp skin of Axl's neck and thrust desperately a few more times into Axl's 


hand until he finally reached orgasm. 


As if from afar, he could feel Axl's body twitch briefly. He slowly opened his eyes when he realized that Axl 
was talking. He repeated Izzy's name and abruptly forced him out of the weariness when he felt a hand pushing 
against his chest. 


"I'm sorry," Izzy said with a raspy voice while he sat back on the couch. He actually wanted to apologize 
because he had lain heavily on top of Axl’s body but when he looked into his eyes, he felt sorry for 
everything. Axl looked at him, confused and somehow disappointed, and then he stared at his hand, covered 
with Izzy's semen. Suddenly Izzy felt the familiar feeling of guilt well up again. He took off his shirt and handed 
it to Axl. Axl wiped off most of the semen and Izzy hoped that he would calm down again but at the same 
time wasnt even sure if that was really what he wanted. He wasn't sure if he could handle a calm and 


talkative Axl right now. 
Izzy cleared his throat. 


"Can we talk about it?" He didn't even sound convincing to himself. 
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Ususally, Izzy liked to get fucked slowly but forcefully by him. This time, it was different. The danger that 
they won't be alone for long made him go faster. This and the fact that Izzy had asked him to fuck him hard. 
Izzy was holding onto the wall as good as possible. He laid his head in his neck, enjoying the feeling. It had been 
a few weeks since the last time they had got together and he had missed it. Everything had gone wrong and 
he was frustrated and disappointed. 


It felt right, getting fucked against the wall. If Izzy had had his way, he would have had sex outside. He liked 
the idea of being caught, but his friend wasn't as enthusiastic as him about this idea. Izzy had been with the 
other guys to have a night out when he had met him by accident. Maybe it hadn't been an accident at all. Izzy 
wasn't sure about that. He hadn't called his friend the past few weeks and it was no secret where Izzy and the 
others were to be found. But Izzy didn't care. He parted with the guys and they went home almost 
immediately. Barely at home, they had started to undress and ended up in his bedroom. 


Before the mess with Axl had started, he had spent a lot of time with his friend. He didn't tell anyone. They 
didn't have a relationship after all. They had a passionate sex life. They were getting together to have sex. It 


never became romantic. 


Things between Axl and him were worse than ever. First, he had ignored Izzy. But all the same, Izzy had tried 
to talk to him more than once. He had often approached him or tried to smile faintly when their eyes met to 
make sure that not everything was lost. But then, after a few days, Axl had seemed to get angry and he had 


started to humiliate him whenever given the chance. 


Izzy didn't like to remember the evening both of them had made out on the couch. He liked to remember the 
feelings he had had when they had been kissing and caressing each other and he liked to remember the 
expression on Axl’s face when he had reached orgasm, but he didn’t like to remember the odd situation shortly 


after. 

He had felt strangely misplaced as Axl had been standing in front of the couch. As if it was a moment he 
shouldn't have had with Axl. He had looked down on him with a vacant expression. Izzy's hands had been resting 
in his lap because his cock had still been hanging out of his pants. Axl’s eyes had been fixed on Izzy's crotch 
when he had asked him: 

"What do you want to say?" 


"You sound as if you wouldn't have wanted it," Izzy said after a few seconds. But the words were barely 


spoken when Izzy felt the heat rushing to his face. He couldn't believe that he had actually asked Axl to say 
that he had enjoyed it. 


‘| came. What else do you want?" The words were still hanging in the air long after he had gone. 


Izzy had almost completely shut himself off from everyone else. His thoughts were completely taken in by Axl. 
He was feeling so guilty. He had the feeling that he had forced Axl into doing something he didnt want, or 
something he hadn't been ready for yet. That was why he could comprehend the aggression Axl had against 
him. Izzy tried to ignore it as best as he could but he was feeling worse from day to day. He wanted to forget 
all of it like he had back then when he had fallen for Axl the first time. 


Both arms above his head, Izzy tried to steady himself against the wall while he was getting fucked harder. He 
moaned loudly and pushed his back against the man behind him. He tried to keep his mind in the present but 
his thoughts were somewhere else. He imagined that it was Axl he felt inside of him. He imagined his smell and 
his hands holding his body. He let go of the wall and put one hand around his hard and weeping cock, beginning 
to wank himself, and it didnt take long until he came violently, his sperm shooting against the wall 


He went limp afterwards but he tried to find the strength to steady his body while he got fucked faster. He 
laid his head against the sweaty neck of his friend and enjoyed to feel him climax. 


One of the advantages of their relationship was that they didn't have to spend time together afterwards. This 
time, Izzy didn't see it as an advantage. He lay alone on the bed for a while and tried to find sleep, but he was 
too churned up inside. His heart was beating fast and he could feel his own pulse, beating unpleasantly in his 


neck. 


He almost yelped when he realized that he wasn't alone in the room anymore. He turned around and to his own 


surprise, there was Axl standing in the doorway, obviously drunk. 
"Enjoyed it?" he asked with an absent look in his eyes. 


Izzy stared at him for a few seconds. He had seen him? He must have forgotten to close the door. But he had 
thought they were at the bar anyway. 


As if Axl could read his mind he said: "| saw you." He was swaying a little and tried to hold on to the 


door frame. 

"I saw the both of you." 

Izzy had been having such strong feelings of guilt of lately that he actually had thought it couldn't get any 
worse. But obviously it could. He breathed out heavily, his head in his hands. His heart was beating so fast that 
he had trouble breathing. 


His first impulse was to apologize, but it wouldnt have changed anything. It was too late. One moment had 


destroyed their whole friendship and Izzy was making it even worse. He felt so helpless. He had always sensed a 
sort of inner strength, but within a few days everything had gone. He had never felt so weak and off-guard in 
his whole life. And Axl had reminded him of this weakness every day during the last week. The comments Axl 
had made had obviously harmed him more than he had thought, because he suddenly felt anger welling up and 
so he stood up from the bed while asking: 


"What did you expect?" He looked into Axl's face, challenging. 


"What did | expect?" Axl was almost screaming. "You were the one who dragged me on the couch and you have 
nothing better to do than getting fucked a moment later for everyone to see?" Axl was yelling loudly and he 
was talking fast. This combined, and the fact that he was slurring a little, made it hard to follow his words. 


Axl's face was red with anger and Izzy thought that he would start either to cry or to beat him up very 


soon. 
When Izzy didnt say anything right away, Axl threw his arms in the air. 
"You don't even feel the need to justify your crap?" he yelled. 


| have spent the past days with a fucking bad conscience!" Izzy shouted back at him. "| have been feeling 
shitty all the time and you didn't help either!" His voice was rising in pitch. "You were making me feel even 
worse with your god-awful disdainful behavior! | am sorry, okay? | am sorry if | made you do something you 


didn't want to! | AM SORRY!" Izzy's voice was almost cracking. 


Axl looked at him with hatred. Izzy had seen this expression a million times before, but it hurt that this time, 
it was addressed to him. He wanted to calm down again. It wouldn't get any better if both of them were losing 
their heads. After all, he did feel sorry for Axl. He felt ashamed that he had caught him. He nervously ran his 
fingers through his hair. 


He tried to take the sharpness out of his voice when he said: "I just wanted to talk to you. That's all. Why didn 


‘t you give me the chance to-" 


"| wanted to talk to you too!" Axl interrupted. "And see what happened?" He was still screaming bloody murder. 
"You were busy getting fucked by a random stranger! With the fucking door open! And your clothes spread all 


over the fucking house!" 


"He's not a stranger." Barely spoken, Izzy felt sorry for the words. Suddenly, the silence was so loud that Izzy 
wished Axl would start to shout at him again. The shock those words had caused was visible in Axl’s face 


when he stared at him, open-mouthed. 


Axl quickly took the few steps that were between them and grabbed Izzy by his arm with the intent to throw 
him to the ground. Axl was strong, but he was drunk. Izzy was able to avoid the assault by throwing his whole 
body weight against Axl. Soon they were fighting in earnest. Nobody said a word. They were grunting and 


breathing heavily while they were trying to avoid the arms and fists of the other. But the pent-up tension 
didn't find any release. Izzy didn't feel any relieve, not even when he had Axl backed up against the wall. He was 
pressing against Axl’s back with all of his strength. But he was aware that he would probably not be able to 
get Axl under control as long as the temper would last. He had experienced Axl in one of his rages more than 


once. 


Axl was wheezing and then suddenly, he turned around, pushed against Izzy's chest strong enough to create a 
little room to reach back and bang his fist into Izzy's face. The dull noise resounded in Izzy's head when he 
stumbled backwards and fell onto the bed. He felt dizzy but tried to collect himself. Axl was sitting on top of 
him and he was holding his arms above his head. They were breathing heavily. Izzy's chin was burning heavily 
and his head was spinning. He wasn't able to struggle anymore. He almost expected another punch when Axl 
leaned forward. He flinched automatically and turned his face to the side but then he felt Axl's face pressing 
against his own. It felt sweaty and Izzy smelled alcohol when Axl breathed hotly against his skin 


"We only fuck," Izzy whispered. 
Axl lifted his head and Izzy couldn't see any sign of anger anymore, only desperation 


"Let me fuck you," Axl whispered. 
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„You're drunk" 
It sounded more like a question than a statement. 


Axl looked down at him; he was breathing fast, and Izzy wasnt sure whether it was from the fight or from 
excitement. He whispered something Izzy couldnt make out. He wanted to tell him that he hadn't understood his 
words, but then he felt Axl's lips on his own and it felt so good, brought so much relief, that it was indeed Axl 
who took the initiative, that he let it happen. 


Izzy opened his mouth when he felt Axl’s tongue against his lips, and they moaned softly when the kiss 
deepened. Their tongues pressed and licked softly, and the kiss quickly became more heated. He liked to taste 
Axl. He almost didn't taste alcohol at all. Maybe he only wished for it, but that didn't matter anymore. His 


whole body seemed to throb whenever Axl pushed his tongue against his own. 

He felt aroused by the sound of their kisses. The sucking noises and the harsh breathing. If he wouldn't have 
lain on the bed, he would have felt dizzy. His hands were held above his head by Axl. But he didn’t press his 
hands into Izzy's. It was rather a clasping of hands and it was a pleasantly constricting feeling for him. 


His cock was hard and he could feel his briefs, damp and heated, whenever Axl pushed his crotch against it. 


Their lips parted and Axl laid his face against his cheek and whispered against his skin: "| want to suck your 
nipples." 


Izzy blinked in confusion but nodded. "Yeah, sure, whatever you want." 

Axl pushed his crotch further into Izzy's while he licked his nipples tentatively. Izzy moaned and closed his eyes 
when Axl started to suck on them. He laid his hand against Axl's neck while pushing his lower body up to meet 
his movements. Axl’s erection was clearly noticeable. 

Let me fuck you. 

In Izzy's mind, those words repeated itself over and over while he enjoyed Axl's warm mouth on his nipples. Axl 


looked up at him with sleepy eyes. He leaned forward to kiss Izzy again, but before their lips met, Izzy 
whispered against Axl's lips that radiated so much heat: "Open your pants." 


"| wanna take them off," Axl breathed. 
Izzy's cock twitched in his briefs. "Yeah, take them off," he whispered. 


Izzy followed Axl's movements when he stood next to the bed and started to undress. He took off his shirt, 


then his shoes and his pants. His cock was fully erect. 
He kneeled on the bed but before he sat down, Izzy touched his belly. "| wanna suck your cock." 
Only now Izzy noticed how careful they were with each other. Each move was announced beforehand. 


He waited. Instead of an answer, he could feel Axl's hand touching the back of his head. Izzy leaned forward and 
then licked the tip of Axl's cock, right before he took it in his mouth. He laid his arms around Axl's lower body, 
caressing his lower back. Axl moaned softly and it didn’t take long before he was moving his hips back and 
forth, pushing his hard cock slowly between Izzy's lips. 


Izzy liked the intimacy of the moment. It was so much more intense than with his friend The taste of Axl's 
cock, the soft skin that felt so perfect against his tongue. Izzy relaxed completely. He breathed in the smell of 
Axl's crotch and he enjoyed the atmosphere that heated up within seconds. He didn't even notice that he had 


lost control over what he was doing until he heard Axl’s hoarse voice. 


"Izz" Axl sounded exhausted. Izzy could feel his hand pressing against his shoulder. "I'm gonna come if you go 


on like that." 


Izzy wouldnt have minded that at all but he sat up and suddenly felt a little strange. He actually didn't want to 


ask because he didn't want to ruin the moment but he couldn't stop himself. 
"You sure you want it?" Izzy could only hope that he was the only one who felt a sudden touch of insecurity. 


"Yeah, I'm sure." Axl looked him in the eyes. Izzy was surprised about the certainty in his voice. "You want this 


too, right?" 


The thought that Axl could be unsure whether he wanted to have sex with him or not hadn't struck Izzy at 


al 
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"Yeah, | want this" Izzy was breathing heavily. He really wanted it. He repeated softly: "| want it! 

Axl sat slowly in the middle of the bed. Izzy waited a moment before he took off his briefs and fumbled for 


the lube. He knew that it was next to the bed. His friend had thrown it into that direction right before he had 
started to fuck him. Axl didn’t say a word while lzzy reached for it. 


Izzy tried to breathe in and out slowly while he sat down on Axl's lap carefully. He watched Axl’s movements 
and listened to his breathing. He didnt want to miss any sign of discomfort. 


He didnt move for a moment, trying to adjust. He listened to Axl’s soft moaning and to the wild beating of his 
own heart. Something was not quite right. It almost felt as if they both were separated although their bodies 


were together. Izzy was surprised about his own courage to ask for what he wanted so much. 


"Lay your arms around me," he whispered, He noticed the moment of hesitation. Axl eventually laid his arms 
around him, but the unpleasant thought crossed Izzy's mind that Axl might feel uncomfortable to touch him 
this way, just like he would touch a girl. He leaned forward to stifle this feeling. 


The kisses were rather tender and soft but soon Izzy could feel Axl’s arms that pulled him tighter towards 
his body. It made him feel so wanted that the uneasiness soon was almost completely forgotten. His 


movements were still careful and slowly but he could hardly stand it anymore. 


He could feel Axl’s hands all over his body. He felt fingers running through his hair while they kissed deeply 
and greedily. He felt warm hands caressing his back and arms while he was sucking the hot skin of Axl’s neck. 
It didn't surprise him as much as it should have when he felt Axl’s hands and fingers exploring his ass. There 


was finally no need to be too wary anymore. 


He was pressing his fingers into Axl’s back He could feel the back muscles working. The sweaty skin and the 
smell of their bodies aroused him so much that he already knew that he wouldn't last as long as he wanted, 


Their lips only stopped touching to draw deep breaths. The movements were lazy and almost feebly. Izzy could 
feel his orgasm building up slowly. It was so intense that he didn't find the strength to tell Axl that he was 
coming. He pushed his face against Axl's neck and panted against his sweaty skin Axl grabbed his ass and tried 
to thrust harder into his body. 


"Fuck me," Izzy breathed into Axl’s ear. He was coming intensely. He stifled the loud scream that was stuck in 
his throat and bit into Axl's shoulder instead. His movements started to get uncontrolled. It felt as if his body 
wasnt able to follow his mind anymore. He heard an unfamiliar noise in his head, no more able to realize that 
the continual whimpering was his own voice. His hard cock, which was pressed against Axl's belly, twitched and 


then his sperm was shooting against Axl’s skin. 


Izzy tried to focus on Axl again who was moaning loudly and desperately. He seemed completely lost in the 
moment. His whole body pushed towards Izzy's while he was pressing his crotch up violently. Feeling Axl 
orgasm felt incredible intimate. Soon all Izzy could hear was Axl’s heavy breathing right against his ear while 
he was coming inside him. 


eR 


Axl woke up. It was bright in the room. He could see something dark in the corner of his eye and it took him a 


moment to realize that it was Izzy's head. He couldn't see his face because his hair covered most of it. But it 


was also partly covered by Axl's own hand that was resting on his hair. 


Only now he was suddenly wide-awake. He was in Izzy's bed. It was Izzy's bedroom. They were naked. Izzy's arm 
lay heavily on Axl’s belly and one of his legs touched his own. He felt the need to roll to the side, away from 
Izzy. The weight of Izzy's head felt like a heavy burden all of sudden. 


He remembered everything. The noises they had made. Izzy clinging to his body when he had reached orgasm. 
His gaze fixed automatically on his belly on which Izzy had come. Panic welled up intensely. He could feel it from 
his feet upwards to his head, rolling through his whole body like a huge flood wave. He wasn't able to think 
clearly anymore. He wasn't able to lie on the bed any longer. He rolled to the side and sat on the edge of the 
bed, his back turned towards Izzy. He breathed heavily. His hands were shaking and if he had been sure that 
his legs would carry him, he would have gotten up and left. 


